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Dear Readers,
The past year has been revolutionary and innovated, without a doubt. We have adapted to

what the new normal has become, which has included meeting exclusively through Zoom and
dealing with the hiccups of communication known as “breakout rooms.” The Diamond Line
wanted to mimic the world as we see it, showcasing stories that push the limits of creativity
and story building.

We are also celebrating our first birthday! So, we knew that The Diamond Line needed to go
beyond the bounds of previous issues and change our image of who we are.
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Creative Nonfiction

Coping by Julie Gunsaulis

Poetry
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We aren’t drastically different from our previous issues, though. We are still a safe place to
express, convey, and publish your most captivating work. Our vision developed to embody
pieces that immerse you, the reader, into the author’s story, no matter the genre.

From the Bones of Nowhere, Missouri by Claire Riddell

2

The Was an Old Lady Who Lived in a House by Julie Gunsaulis

3

To deliver this to our readers, we chose a blind submission process, deleting the author’s
name and pronouns from their biography. This eliminated bias and helped our editors focus
on the most outstanding pieces for our first birthday issue. Only after the submissions were
accepted did the rest of the editorial staff learn the contributors’ names.

Kintsugi, the Dish, and Me by Susan Nichols

5

My Mother’s Beagle by Jennie Orlando

6

Waiting for My Father by Morgan Walker

7

Our image, on the other hand, is all about new formats, designs, and layouts with a hint
of influence from our previous two issues. Each editor came to production with a new vision
in mind: to create something that we could look back on and recognize as the foundational
growth of The Diamond Line. And we wanted to stand out as a modern undergraduate literary
magazine and look clean, professional, and personable.

Pay-Less by Josie Stitt

8

We wanted vulnerability in this issue, too, picking our editor’s favorite pieces that are
chosen for their excellent use of craft and ability in storytelling. Every piece included gave
us out-of-the-box experiences, grounded us in realness, or left us wishing the author or artist
didn’t stop, all produced by diligent undergraduates at the University of Arkansas.

The Diamond Line is extremely proud of this issue and overwhelmed with the amount
of support and submissions received this semester. We chose pieces that covered a variety
of topics while not sacrificing quality. We hope that The Diamond Line can only continue
improving in years to come.
The Diamond Line editorial staff has built a stronger foundation through layout and design
while our featured writers and artists continue to break new ground for what literary magazines
are. We are beyond excited to show you who The Diamond Line is and what we are growing
into.
So, please sit back, grab a cup of tea or wine, and enjoy the stories that you are about to
dive into. We trusted our authors and artists to show us their stories, so trust us to bring you
through them.

Sincerely,
Bridgid O’Kane
Editor-In-Chief

Heather Drouse
Managing Editor
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poetry

flash fiction

You Made My Day
Tuesdays are lazy, yet they are not:
A contradiction that stems from my
desire to relax on a day that demands attention.
The morning is spent in pajamas but also in the
car running errands rather than in the comforts
of home. It’s a compromise between fantasy
and reality that pushes me into the car and off
to the grocery store.
Compromise took me twelve minutes
on today’s crossword puzzle; contradiction
knocked my coffee over as I reached for my
pencil.
The afternoon is spent at work,
continuing a cycle that I have grown
frighteningly accustomed to. Masks hide noses
and mouths, so eyes have become the only
contact available in my routine. I spend my time
guessing customers’ eye colors as they enter
the store. If I’m wrong, I give a penny to the
register; if I’m right, I take a nickel.
Blue? No. Green. Down a
penny.
Brown. Darker than I imagined.
Now I’m four cents richer.
I am up eighteen cents when a
man walks in wearing nothing but a dark brown
mustache above his lip. Store policy states I
must hand him a mask and ask him to wear it.
I contemplate for a moment if it’s worth the
trouble, though the cameras monitoring the
entire store persuade me otherwise. He’s at
the gin aisle by the time I approach him with a
spare in hand.
“Excuse me, sir?”
He turns, and I am taken aback by
how irritated he already seems with me. Dark
wrinkles cover his tanned face--he’s a worker
from one of the construction sites on the
edge of town, judging by the orange hard hat
strapped to one of the belt loops of his jeans.
The request I was forming chokes its way back
down my throat at his unprovoked frustration.
“Yes?”
“I’m sorry, but I’m gonna need you to

Chance O’Neal

put this on,” I explain, reaching out to hand
him the mask. He eyes it skeptically like I was
handing him a live grenade and asking him
to pull the pin. I almost ask him again, but he
clears his throat before I can start.
“Look kid, I don’t know if you’re blind
or something,” he says as his hand wanders
through the top shelf, softly grazing the
rainbow-colored glass. Suddenly, his hand
closes in around the neck of a rather pricey
bottle before taking it off the shelf and
negotiating the cap off its top and onto the
floor. His lips ensnare the spout before tilting
the bottle back and letting the clear fire chase
its way down his throat.
I’m left speechless as he handles the
drink with ease, riding through the familiar
sensations like he was greeting an old friend.
There is a small part of me that wonders what it
tastes like.
He doesn’t seem to mind the
dumbfounded look I must have on my
face as he finally comes up for air, letting
a small sigh of content slip through his
experience. There’s a hand gently pushing
my raised arm down to my side before the
smell of fresh gin floods my nose, and I realize
that he’s smiling.
“But I don’t need one, bud, I’m not that
ugly.”
And he’s gone as fast as he came, the
sensors on the sliding doors shrieking as he
passes through them with the stolen bottle. The
alarms blast throughout the relatively empty
store as I hastily rush to reset the sensors.
There’s nothing to do after calling the
police but to wait for them to arrive. Other
customers are curious about the commotion;
I lie and say it was a friend of the owner who
comes in from time to time.
I put another penny into the register just
as I begin to hear sirens from the parking lot.
They were blue.
I quite liked that man.

“Fresh
gin floods
my
nose,”
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From the Bones of Nowhere, Missouri

Claire Riddell

Your daddy kissed every knuckle before he swung and called it love
and only married your momma because she missed her birth control,
and they raise you on simmering arguments and secondhand thrift
stores, and you never question why they don’t kiss at Christmas.
You don’t notice the glass bottle collection until suddenly Daddy’s
drinking every night even though it makes Momma sad, and your
neighbors start dropping off food at the doorstep and say they
accidentally doubled their recipes, and you hear Momma crying even
though you’re supposed to be asleep.
Momma tells you not to tell Daddy that you’ve become a woman,
but he finds out anyway when you accidentally stain your sheets, and
when a boy in your English class drives you home from school when
you miss the bus one day, Daddy’s eyes are stained red, and that’s the
first time he calls you a slut even though you’ve never been kissed.
When Daddy goes to jail for using his gun on somebody he met at
the bar, Momma never goes to visit him, and pretty soon you move
in with your grandparents who place a crucifix next to their ashtray
and buy lottery tickets when their football team wins, and you stop
sending letters to your daddy except for the holidays.
You make your momma cry when you earn scholarships and when
the time comes to leave and start your life anew, she presses her
forehead against yours and says your name like a prayer, begging you
to become more than she ever was, demanding you claw your way to
the edge of the earth and never look back.

The Diamond Line
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There Was an Old Lady Who Lived in a House

Julie Gunsaulis

There was an old lady who lived in a house, and many a time, I sat on her couch.
I drank her black coffee when I was three.
It reminds me of her now, so I prefer tea.
She made blueberry pancakes on her little white stove

Our adopted Grandma – that’s what we called her
Because she wasn’t related to my mother or father
I still remember dream-filled naps on her bed
And the gentle way she used to pat my head
She was going to be at my wedding; my baby shower,
Wielding a blanket made with hours upon hours
Of knitting in that green recliner
With her grumpy tabby curled up beside her.
She was at my sixteenth birthday,
All auburn curls and plenty to say
I hadn’t thought her time might be near,
But you never do with the ones you hold dear.
Now there are strangers who live in her house, and never again will I sit on her couch.

3

The University of Arkansas

Meredith Tinkle

And harbored endless supplies of fresh bread and Oreos

Rainbows in My Head

poetry

poetry

poetry

Kintsugi, the Dish, and Me

Susan Nichols

An incident, ill-timed, the careless sweep of an arm.
A porcelain dish, priceless in form flies from its perch in a flash.
Impossible to catch, though the falling seems slow,
The piece hits the ground with a crash.
Countless shards
				quickly
						scatter
		across
the 				
floor.
They finally stop sliding.
The damage is done.
The dish?
Priceless no more.
From person-to-person blame-bubbles bounce,
Bursting in the air.
Strangers tread over tiniest pieces
Too ignorant to care.
The Maker picks up the shards,
Puts them back into place,
Lining each seam with gold.
And the dish is worth more for having been broken
Than when it was whole before.
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My Mother’s Beagle

Jennie Orlando

Long weeks slither through the road
As I drive over a steep hill
To a house in Bella Vista
With green bushes suffering
November’s persistent winds.
Evening stars glare from the sky
As I step out of the Subaru
And Logan, my mother’s beagle,
Jumps up to greet me
With exuberant eyes.
I stroke his head
And he barks in delight.
Together, we make music
With his squeaking toys
On the kitchen tile.
When he itches for emprise,
We collect a priceless stick treasure,
A crunchy silver bounty
He chews with pride in the yard.
When his vigor saps us both,
We go in the living room
To lie on a resilient couch
With the TV glowing like the moon.
He sleeps next to me,
The chatter of sitcoms his personal lullaby.
His unruffled ears dangle
As I pet his velvet coat.
His joys are simple
Like mine.

The Diamond Line
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Waiting For My Father

Morgan Walker

Caught in a snowbank, my skis
have tumbled into the evergreens
beside me, flipped and buried

poetry

Pay-Less

Josie Stitt

My mother, a public school teacher
With a passion for her students
My father, a small business owner
In the housing industry in 2008.
Two young daughters that
Played hard at recess, even harder in the yard.

for winter. Through the padding
of my helmet, I hear the rubbery
scrub of cold plastic against fresh

My growth spurts at age 6 did not help the inevitable
Little toes began to peek from the mesh of tennis shoes.

powder, the fading shouts of thrill
cascading down the slope, the soft,
mechanical whirl of the ski lift above.
I wait for my father’s voice.
When he appears, his beard will be salted
with flecks of snow, his laughing eyes
barely visible behind the tint of his goggles.
He will take off his gloves and reach out
to me with chapped, calloused hands, warm
my cheek with his knuckles as he brushes the ice off my face.
He will restore me, holding both of us steady against the earth’s incline.
He will order my skis to return to my feet.
He will clear the mountain, and the trees will applaud my debut:

Look, my father has lifted me.

Conversations every few months
Over the phone
From my mother to my father
Who was on his 51st hour
Of the 40-hour workweek.
Responding solemnly,			
“Just one more week.”
Until the paychecks graced the mailbox.
Until we could undergo a trip to Pay-Less.
My mother, silently overwhelmed,
Wanted to provide for her daughters,
She dreaded the thought of her coworkers
Seeing the little toes peeking out
Of her girls’ shoes
In the same elementary school she taught in.
Nothing much mattered at 4 and 6,
We didn’t keep track of the day or date.
Let alone what the other teachers would think
Of little toes peeking through our tennis shoes.
Of course, my sister and I never thought twice
We would have rather been barefoot anyway.
Little toes peeking through the tennis shoes
Just meant we were that much closer to the Earth.
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Dysmorphia Margaret Fitzgerald

creative nonfiction

Coping
I take a deep breath.
In, two, three, four.
Out, two, three, four.
I push open the cracked door and say,
“Hi.” I quickly remind myself to smile. People
like you more when you smile, part of my
brain volunteers. You can’t out-psychology
your therapist, another part counters. I shake
my head, trying to clear my thoughts but only
succeed in shaking my short black hair from
where it is clipped up at the nape of my neck. I
tuck it behind my ear and shove the clip into my
coffee-stained New Yorker tote that I bought at
Goodwill the year before.
The woman sitting at the desk in front
of me – Amelia – swivels her chair to face me.
“Hi, you must be Julie,” she says, standing.
“Come on in. Make yourself comfortable.” She
gestures to the couch nestled in the corner of
the small office before moving to seat herself
in the armchair it faces. I walk over to the couch
and sink stiffly into the soft fabric cushions,
watching her as she pulls
out a notebook and flips
through the pages.
I notice how different
she looks from the picture
on her website. It’s not
a concerning difference;
definitely not catfish-level,
but she looks a few years
older, and her hair is much lighter – almost
honey-colored and hanging down to her waist
in loose curls. I’m also not convinced her tan is
natural, but her smile is warm and welcoming.

Julie Gunsaulis

I think I like her already.
She clicks her pen and looks up at me to
ask, “Okay, what brings you to therapy?” I rub
my hands on my new tweed tailored pants (that
I definitely hadn’t worn to impress her) and fix
my gaze on the lamp on the table beside her. I
scratch at my scalp, a bad habit I have thanks to
my anxiety. I realize it’s taking me a long time
to answer, but I’m not sure what to say. None
of my answers seem to adequately sum up the
culmination of nearly a decade of pushing away
my emotions and downplaying my declining
mental health. I think I have ADHD. I’m just
really sad sometimes. I think I have forgotten
how to let myself feel emotions. I need to pass
this semester.

me.

I think there is something very wrong with
Something is wrong with me.

That’s all I could think as I stabbed my
spoon back into the jar of peanut butter. I had
been surviving off of peanut butter and grapes
for the past week but had finished off the
grapes the day before, so now all I had left
was the jar of Skippy. It was nearly empty,
which meant I would have to make a trip
to the store soon for some more, which
meant I would have to leave my freshman
dorm, which meant I would have to get
dressed, which meant I would have to
do laundry… I didn’t dare look at the
mountain of clothes glaring up at me from the
corner by the door. Just do your laundry and
then you can go to the store and get food.
I stared down into the jar. There were

“I think
I have
forgotten
how to let
myself feel
emotions”

The Diamond Line
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creative nonfiction

creative nonfiction

probably only five or six spoonsful left. I found
myself wondering how long I could ration six
spoonsful. I could just have one a day, and that
would last me nearly a week. It wasn’t like I
was doing anything that would require a lot of
energy. I had just been in bed watching Netflix
for the past who-knows-how-long. That could
work. No need to leave. No need to do laundry
for another six days.
My phone buzzed from somewhere in the
pile of books and clothes at the end of my bed,
pulling me out of my thoughts. I reached down
to dig through the discarded remains of failed
attempts at homework and social excursions. I
found it under my copy of the Mahabharata. Just
seeing the title made me sick to my stomach,
so I quickly tossed it onto the desk below my
lofted bed and unlocked my phone to check my
notifications.
3 unread messages
One was from an unknown number. Hey,
Beautiful! It’s Eli from tinder. We need to hang
out soon! Are you free this weekend?? I had to
open Tinder and look through my matches to
figure out which one Eli was: 23, architecture
grad student, “extensive liquor collection.”
Right.
I typed out, Heyyy!!
Yes, I agree! I should be free
Saturday!! I knew full well that
I would be flaking out with the
excuse of an exam or sudden
friend emergency, but at the
moment, I was bored and
having a guy five years older than me saying he
wanted to hang out made me feel good.
Two was from my friend, Eric.
Jullllliiiieeeeee!!! The gang is getting dinner
at Fulbright and then hanging in the Fu-trap

basement tonight. You in??? I sighed and looked
down at my laundry pile. Surely there was
something in there clean enough for Fulbright
dining hall. I hoped I had some dry shampoo
left as well. I couldn’t remember the last time I
had washed my hair, and it was hanging around
my face in greasy, chestnut strands. YES!!
Absolutely! What time? I responded.
Three was from my mom. Hey sweet
girl! We tried to call last night but didn’t get an
answer. You were probably out with friends. Just
wanted to check in and see how your classes
are going! Love you! My stomach turned over.
I had most definitely not been with friends last
night. I had been in bed watching my phone
ring, but I hadn’t been able to bring myself to
pick up. My parents were going to ask about my
classes, and I didn’t know how to tell them that
I was failing every single one. They didn’t need
to know. I could fix it. I had time.
“Okay, where did we leave off last time?”
Amelia asks as she settles herself across from
me again and sets a timer for 50 minutes. I
look down at my nails as I try to recall but get
distracted by the uneven edges. I need to get
them done, but it can be hard to drop money
on a manicure when I know it will just get
ruined at my next shift at work. Focus,
Julie. Answer the question.
I glance up to find Amelia looking
at me patiently, delicate hands poised
over her notebook, ready to make notes
on whatever I have to say. “Um,” I say
eloquently. “My family, I think?” My gaze trails
off with my voice, falling to the desk on my
left. It’s bookended by shelving units, housing
knickknacks and farmhouse-style signs. One
catches my eye. It sits on the bottom shelf on the

“She is what
I would be
like if
I wasn’t
depressed...
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unit closest to me. It’s the ten commandments
painted on an old wooden board, but it is written
in a southern dialect. No killin’, No stealin’…
“Yes, that’s right,” she says, drawing
my gaze back to her. She pulls her white dress
back down over her knees and leans back in
the chair.
“Tell me about your parents.
What is your relationship with them like?” She
scribbles something down. I wonder what her
handwriting looks like.
I reach up to pull at the
thin silver-plated chain around
my neck – another nervous tick
– thumbing at the pendant that
hangs just between my collar
bones. It is silver as well, but real
silver – a small oval about the
size of an almond with a star etched into the
center. In the middle of the star is a piece of raw
diamond. I had recovered it from the bottom
of my mom’s drawer of broken and mismatched
jewelry. She let me keep it. “I don’t wear it,” she
had said. “But it is really silver and has a real
diamond, so don’t lose it.” It took me a long
time to feel brave enough to actually wear it.
It sat alone in a hand-painted dish one of my
friends had brought back for me after her trip
to Israel. It wasn’t until a few months ago that I
finally bought a chain for it and began to wear it
regularly. Now I never take it off.
“It’s good,” I say, but even I am not
convinced by my tone. “I’m pretty close with my
mom. The older I’ve gotten, the more I realize
how similar we are.” I don’t say that I think she
is what I would be like if I wasn’t depressed, or
if I didn’t have anxiety, or if I didn’t have ADHD.
All I have to do is stop being all of those things,
and I will basically be my mother. I really do
hope to be like her one day. She is one of the

kindest and most patient people I know, even
with her rebellious Scottish streak.
“What about your dad?” Amelia asks.
“I love my dad,” I say too quickly. “And
I know he loves me too…” She quirks an
eyebrow up at me. I can see the question in her
expression, But? I continue, “We’re not as close.
I don’t think he understands me. Our brains are
wired very differently.”
“How so?”
“Well,” I start, thinking of the
framed diplomas hanging on the
wall of my parents’ bedroom:
Michael S. Gunsaulis, B.S.
Michael S. Gunsaulis, M.S.
Michael S. Gunsaulis, Ph.D.
“He’s really smart. He has a
doctorate in agricultural engineering. I struggle
with college a lot. He doesn’t know why, and I
always feel like I’m disappointing him.”
They’re going to be so disappointed.
My fingers hover over the call button on my
mom’s contact. I had just gotten back from
my appointment at CAPS in Pat Walker. It was
a psych evaluation. I had scheduled it after
breaking down in my dorm the day before. I
had finally been able to admit to myself, I’m not
okay.
The psychiatrist I met with had said I had
depression and academic anxiety. Yeah, that
sounds about right. She gave me a prescription
for citalopram – an antidepressant – and set me
up with counseling sessions when I returned the
next semester.
Next, I had to call my parents and come
clean about my grades. I sat down on the steps
outside my dorm and pressed call before I
could lose my nerve. It rang once. Twice. Then
my mom picked up.

“We danced
around the
kitchen to
early 2000s
hits,”

The Diamond Line
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Self-Portrait in Context Colleen Lloyd

creative nonfiction

“Hey, Sister! How are you?” she greeted.
“Hi,” I replied. “Is Dad there?”
“Yeah, he’s right next to me. We’re just in
the bedroom watching the game. I’ll put you on
speaker.” I heard a click.
My dad’s voice chimed in, “Hello, Big
Girl! It’s good to hear from you!”
“Yeah, you too,” I laughed nervously.
Then I sighed. It’s now or never. “Um, actually,
there’s something I need to tell you.” The other
side went quiet.
“Okay, what’s up?” my mom finally asked.
My free hand came up to pull at the split ends
of my long chestnut hair.
“Um, I am actually not doing well in my
classes or in general really. I am really depressed
and have been for a long time, and I haven’t
been to any of my classes since midterms,
and I’m definitely going to fail all of them,” I
word-vomited. Silence. Then,
“Okay…” my dad started, sounding
frustrated. “I guess I am just a little confused.
You have been telling us everything was fine.”
“I know,” I said, rubbing at my hazel
eyes, trying to stop tears from falling. “I thought
I could fix it, but I ran out of time. I don’t know
what happened.”
My mom spoke up finally, “We love
you, Sweet Girl. We’re on your side.” I could
no longer hold back the tears as relief flooded
through my body.
“Thank you,” I croaked and hung up. It
was going to be okay.

Just what I needed. The days had started
getting shorter, and I could sense the familiar
feeling of apathy worming its way under my
skin. Now, four years after my first breakdown
in my dorm room, it was easier to recognize the
signs of my mental health slowly getting worse.
Not this time, I think to myself. I will not let you
ruin another semester.
Amelia is already waiting for me in her
chair, notebook open, and timer set for 50
minutes. “Come on in!” she says. “You know
the drill.” I laugh and take a seat on the couch,
lounging against the pillows propped up on
the arm. I pull out my own notebook that I had
started using as a journal to keep track of my
good and bad days.
She presses start on the timer before
asking, “How was your week?” I smile.
“I had a really good week! I made
margaritas with my roommates the other night
while we danced around the kitchen to early
2000s hits, and on Saturday I drove to Tulsa to
have lunch with one of my oldest friends,” I say.
Then I confess, “I have started to feel depression
creeping in a little bit, but I’m trying to keep it at
bay by doing things that make me happy.”
Her grin is all teeth and pink lipstick.
“That’s so good! You seem to be doing really
well. It’s clear how determined you are to
improve yourself.”
“Thank you. I’m really trying.”
“How are your classes going?” she asks.
For the first time in a long time, I can feel pride
bubbling up in my chest at that question.
I still can’t believe I have been going to
“They are going really well!” I say, and
therapy for a full month, I thought as I once again this time I am able to mean it.
stepped into the small office at the end of the
carpeted hallway. I was excited about today’s
session: coping mechanisms for depression.
The Diamond Line
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CHARACTERS:
PAYTAH, seeker
WI-SAPA, holy man
DEER
HELPERS
SETTING:
Black Hills, South Dakota
TIME:
June 1578

Wakansica

Mollie Nail

With renewed vigor, Paytah offers his pipe to the six directions again.

PAYTAH, a thirteen-year-old Oglala child arrives at the top of a
hill. Five poles have been lodged in the ground, four in a diamond
and one in the center. A bed of sage lies from west to east. Paytah
surveys his view.

PAYTAH:
This is a very uninspiring perch. They put Chaytan at the crest of a waterfall. What am I supposed to
get out of a view that looks like a rolling green blanket?

Halfheartedly, Paytah paces between the five poles and offers a sealed pipe up to each of them. He
casts his gaze around, and around, and flops onto the ground.
PAYTAH:
I just hope I’m not one of those people who dreams of a dragonfly, or a groundhog, or a mole. I don’t
even know what I’d do at that point... I want to see a hawk, or a wolf, or a cougar! But I can’t keep
thinking about it, I don’t want to psych myself into seeing one. I want it to be real.

He gets up and paces again between the poles, more frantically this time.
PAYTAH:
I’m going to see something. Everyone sees something. There’s no way that you can drive yourself
that close to death, and not see something. Even if it’s just a leaf talking to me, or a cloud or a star
changing color, that’s still something that means something. Unless Wi-Sapa says that something
that minor, was probably just a trick of the light, or else should have been accompanied by a more
significant component...

He kicks a rock over the edge.
PAYTAH:
I have to keep coming out here if I don’t see anything. That’s the other thing.

Night falls. Paytah lies on his bed of sage.
PAYTAH:
How much hungrier do I have to get before I see anything? I only feel lightheaded. Nothing else.
Wi-Sapa will be ashamed.

He alternates between pacing and lying down. The details of his surroundings grow fuzzy. When the
sun rises again, things look strange- warped, dimmed.
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PAYTAH:
(Laughing, relieved) Alright, this is promising.
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PAYTAH:
(As he paces between the poles) I want to see. I need this. I need to see something. Show me
what it is I need to see to become a man. I can’t be a child anymore. I’ve outgrown being a child.
But people still consider me to be one. They still treat me like a child. They don’t understand how
advanced my mind is, they don’t realize that I’m an adult already. And it’s only because I haven’t
had one of their visions. Why is it the vision that decides whether you’re a man or not? What if I’d
been born blind? They’d have to find another way. And that means that this isn’t the only way. I’ll
find another man to show them that I’m a way. I’ll do it. I’ll take a Tsitsista captive and throw him
into Wi-Sapa’s doorway to replace his nephew. Then they’ll see I don’t need a vision to become
a man. I’ll find another way to show them that I’m a man. Please, show me. Show me what it is
that I need to see to pass whatever test you have for me. Please. I’m tired of being a child. Take
this away from me. Please, show me. I need this. I need to be worthy. Come on. Don’t you have
anything? Just make something happen! Anything! Please!

Eventually, darkness falls again. Tonight, a dream finally strikes Paytah. A purple light soaks the
forest. The sky ripples. Black clouds surge across the sky. Paytah is standing underneath red
lightning.
PAYTAH:
Okay. Here we are. We made it here. We’re good.

A crack, not lightning. Paytah whirls. A red buffalo shambles through his camp, fixes him with
flashing eyes and carries on. Darkness. When he wakes, the camp is crisp with his hunger-induced
alertness, but things look like their proportions have been altered.
PAYTAH:
Okay. It’s done.

He gazes down the hill for a while.
PAYTAH:
Why am I waiting on Wi-Sapa? He’s not coming! I still have another two days up here! Two days?
Two more days of not eating or drinking? No. I can’t make that. I’m going to die up here. I’m not
ever getting off this hill. Oh, no. Oh, no. Oh, no. Why isn’t one vision enough? No, I have to have
more. I guess that wasn’t good enough. Where are you? Come on! Distract me from this! I can’t
do this, please, please distract me from this. Get me out of this, please. Please, please make the
next two days feel fast. Please just knock me out for the rest of this. Please, Wi-Sapa. Wi-Sapa,
where are you? Come on, Wi-Sapa, please. Wi-Sapa, please. I need you. I miss you. Please...

Paytah is swamped in darkness. He slumps on the bed of sage. A small circle of light around him,
and four deer heads emerge from the shadows, one near each pole. As he wakes again, another
deer looks down on him from above, and another looks up at him from the ground. Thunder
howls.
The Diamond Line
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PAYTAH:
No, no, no, no, no, no, no, no.

He looks away, curling in on himself.
PAYTAH:
How does Wi-Sapa do this all the time without losing his mind? I feel like I’m losing my mind. I am
losing my mind. I’m dying.

PAYTAH:
I know it. I see them on the prairie every day. Why was it something I don’t see every day? If it had
been something elusive, I would know. But it wasn’t, I just see them every day. Both of them. So I
know.
WI-SAPA:
There’s a note in your voice that makes me feel that you know nothing.

The deer snarl.

PAYTAH:
Oh, come on. I know a little. I know a little now.

DEER:
(All) Look all over! They are calling you.

WI-SAPA:
Maybe you do.

PAYTAH:
Why?

PAYTAH:
Can you know that you don’t know? Is that enough?

The deer withdraw. The thunder dissipates. Paytah lies alone. He’s awake now.

WI-SAPA:
Today, it is.

PAYTAH:
That is not what I expected deer to sound like when they talk.

They descend the hill back toward their village.

The world looks steadier.
PAYTAH:
Now I wish I’d looked at you. This is so unfair. Wi-Sapa...
Consciousness is intermittent now.
PAYTAH:
Can’t I just have one more, that I can look in the eyes? Now that I really want it, I’m sure you won’t
show me anything. You’re cruel. All of you. You like to mock me. You want to see me be a coward
and a child for the rest of my life. You want to see me stay like this forever. You like it.

Paytah waits for anything else.
PAYTAH:
Nothing? (He waits a moment longer.) I fought for this. Don’t ever forget that.

Paytah collapses somewhere in the camp. Eventually, WI-SAPA and a few helpers ascend the hill.
WI-SAPA:
(Calling) Paytah!

Paytah stirs. The helpers get him to his feet. He’s actually vaguely conscious. He locks eyes with
Wi-Sapa.
PAYTAH:
It was because I see them every day.
WI-SAPA:
What was that?

17

The University of Arkansas

Love Bug Bite

Macklin Luke

When I say that
the color of a frozen moment
muddies the hue of our reticent together
		or that
a song says Venus imploded from the
gastric fumes of marital warming
What I mean to say is
her name, still branded behind my ear,
the nakedness carving itself into the split
ends
of the 2 year-long summer in Oklahoma,
		and never
		
will I forget the way
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Red Wine

Isabelle Wisinger
for Madison

Glass clinks in the backseat as we roll to a stop at the waterfront.
June is the slowest summer month, so we’ve already spent a thousand nights together
With our friends who wait on the gazebo, glowing under fairy lights.
Your hands hold the necks of two bottles, candy-glossed nails the same color as the wine.
Even your lipstick is called Cabernet Crush.
Our spirits are buoyed on a current of electric music,
And lifted higher by the grins of our purple-toothed friends.
We howl our laughter across the black twilight lake, and it echoes back to us.
My brain begins to swirl in my head like the red wine in my glass,
Maybe because I’ve had enough.
Or maybe because your gaze is magnetized to each movement I make,
And I can’t help but look back at you.
Somewhere between a gentle hand on my shoulder, or an arm around your waist,
I end up sitting in your lap.
Your eyes are so dark, there’s no way to distinguish the line separating the iris from the pupil.
I look for it anyway, leaning closer, to see if the line really exists at all.
“Come with me,” you say.
My agreement propels us away from the lake to a quiet place shrouded by trees.
The question that has been hanging between us is answered.
With warm hands and soft eyelashes,
Your amber perfume and my shaking breath.
I know part of us will be preserved here, in this night, and that is enough.

The Diamond Line
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The Art of Getting to Know Someone

Elise Lusk

There’s frost on the window he’s leaning against.
I watch the moonlight weave through the cracks in the treeshow the light traces the outline of his back
but leaves him black and blank.
I ask the outline for a paintbrush
to fill in the missing details of his ebony silhouette.
I want to dot a blend of Cadmium yellow and Burnt Sienna down his shoulders
and wake the forest freckles that shake like trees in the breeze when he laughs.
I want to carve out his left shoulder’s scar using a pallet knife
and watch its origin story spill like watercolor from his lips.
I want to use a flat filbert to block in the shapes of the insulin pump on his hip
and sgraffito scratch away the dried paint until only raw canvas of him remains.
He walks towards me and smirks:
“You don’t know how to paint.”
He takes my dress in his hands, pulls it over my head, and shuts the blinds.
He doesn’t want me to see him.
I sit up, face the wall, and push him away
when he reaches for my hand.
He doesn’t know
I was accepted into art school.
He doesn’t know
I can’t sleep with the blinds closed.

Fiore Sulla Riva

Abby Hanks

I was planted an eternity ago,
By a little Italian woman with dusty rooms to be rented.
She welcomed the world into her home and planted me as her guard,
Buongiorno! Buona Giornata! Buonasera!
My roots began to push against her terracotta bowl,
In the sunshine, I sprouted, and in the night, I glistened.
My buds burst into pink blooms,
I sought to copy the blush of the Sorento sunset.
Foreigners pass me by,
Often without a glance.
They lean over the iron fence,
While I am tethered.
I long to live with the flora on Capri,
Where bountiful and bright blossoms dance in the sunlight.
I lean into the skyline,
Yearning to uproot and soar beyond the shore.
But from time to time,
A wanderer will notice my colors.
They will bend down and admire my blossom,
As they include me in their portrait of the sea.

Grazie.

But my dress is already on the floor
and the frost on my window
is starting to
melt.
I close my eyes and let the outline find me.
Maybe he’ll let me paint him
Tomorrow.
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Quarantine Sunset Marriah Geels
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Copperhead
On a heavy and adamant August day, June
Cole was on her way to hell.
Her Uncle Marty seemed to think so, at
least.
“Friends,” the big man addressed his
sweating congregation, “I hope you have not
forgotten to be wary of where you place your feet
when you walk.”
Marty was using his holy voice, one so
resonant and deep that it made it difficult to form
any thoughts beyond ‘perk-up’ or ‘listen’ when he
spoke.
“Perdition is one misstep away,” he
pushed on. “The devil is that crack in the sidewalk
on Main Street. He’s hiding two doors down on
your neighbor’s back porch.”
June pinched the inside of her thigh as she
felt her eyelids drooping toward the warped floor.
She’d heard this sermon so many times, it was
beginning to sound like a lullaby.
She was also still a little hungover from the
night before, and not in any place to be looking
out for sacrilege on her daily commute.
Sometime later, Marty wondered, his
sunken eyes roving over the rows of pews, “Do
you have faith?”
June’s uncle was now walking down the
aisle of the sanctuary, peering into the faces of
Oak Bend, Missouri (Miss-ur-uh if you were local).
“Do you believe in your savior? The one
who laid down his life for you?”
Heads turned to watch as he moved
through the stuffy room. Marty slowed in front
of the pew where June sat with her parents. He
placed a wide hand on the back of the bench
and June’s gaze traveled from it up to a face so
like her father’s, if you took away a few years and
added a glint to the eyes that made them hard to
meet for too long.
“And you, my niece,” Marty said to June,
loud enough for everyone to hear, “Do you?”
There was a creak as someone shifted
on the pews’ old wood. The air was impossibly

Abigail Pfeifer

still, her uncle’s cologne impossibly present.
Swallowing, June glanced past his looming form
and caught sight of a wooden box, perforated
with tiny holes. She hadn’t noticed it before that
moment.
How hadn’t she noticed?
Marty seemed to nod at her imperceptibly,
then swept a hand toward the altar and the crate.
June stood. She didn’t look back at her silent
parents. A few scattered claps rang out, uncertain
until eventually, the whole church was tentatively
applauding.
They knew what this was.
As she followed her uncle to the front,
June had the dim notion to simply refuse. To push
one word past her lips, to turn around and throw
open the double doors and let the sun wick away
her sweat.
But it was only a wistful thought, not an
actual option. Never an option. Not after Marty
had strode into the Cole’s unlocked house the
spring before and seen June sharing spit and a
tallboy with Irene Lester on the living room sofa.
He’d told June that she had to start taking
church seriously, to return to the path of light
or else she’d be sent to a summer program in
Oklahoma that would require her to do so with
no exceptions or any of Marty’s self-proclaimed
flexibility.
So, June spent nearly every afternoon
at Our Good Savior. She swept the floors, and
scrubbed the ancient bathrooms, and sat with
her neck craned over a Bible in Marty’s office
while he leered from his desk. Her family thought
that Marty was doing June a favor, letting her
get community service hours for school. June’s
mother was thrilled she was showing interest in
something. In anything at all. Her father simply
maintained that it was about damn time she got
off her ass and participated in the real world.
They believed it was her second coming,
her rebirth.
Marty wasted no more time sliding the
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lid off the crate. The sound that reverberated
against the close walls as it hit the ground made
June flinch. Her uncle slowly reached into the box
and drew out a snake, striped red and white with
warning colors.
He proclaimed, “A member of God’s
kingdom will never harm the faithful.”
The copperhead’s tongue poked out of
its head and flicked up and down curiously as
it tasted the air. It tried to
slide out of Marty’s hands,
but they just reappeared in
the reptile’s path.
“My friend here is
one of us. Sprung from the
palms of our creator just as
man was. And all of us look
the same from on high.”
June’s cheeks burned. A bead of
perspiration trickled down between her shoulder
blades. She could feel the congregation holding
its breath, morbidly enamored and unable to look
away.
“This,” Marty implored, “is something my
dear niece knows to be true. Let her show you
the mercy of our Lord.”
June’s stomach flipped, and she had
to fight to keep her feet planted as her uncle
stepped closer. He nodded to her hands that
hung disbelieving and stubborn at her sides. She
forced them to move, then to stay still and steady
with her palms facing the ceiling.
Eyes squeezed shut, June braced for the
leathery body, for the fangs that were sure to sink
into the soft spot between her thumb and pointer
finger. A weight met her skin. June sucked down
breaths. The snake did not try to escape her grip
but instead began to travel up her left arm. She
clenched her teeth so hard she thought they
might crack. Its head was nearing her shoulder.
June did not dare to confirm with sight what she
felt.
She wondered what they’d tell the
paramedics after it had bitten her and an
ambulance came wailing into the gravel parking

“She sat up,
hot
and
pissed off”
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lot. Perhaps that it had been a hiking accident.
Marty would find a way to keep it quiet, make a
way to not let the true story leave the sanctuary.
Serviceably, in the front row reserved for friends
and sycophants, sat Sheriff Sam and his wife.
June heard a gasp from the crowd,
then, and knew she was done for. When she
opened her eyes, resolving her last image to be
something other than the back of her eyelids,
there was no snake. Marty was gingerly letting
the thing slither back into its box. With no further
hesitation, she turned on a heel and shakily sat
back down in her pew. Everything was blurred
and fuzzy at the edges yet somehow too sharp at
the same time.
June didn’t hear the rest of the service.
When it finally came to a righteous head,
she practically shoved past the retirement home
crowd as they mingled by the doors in her haste
to clear out.
Her father’s truck had never been such
an agreeable sight. June was to drive it after
church to her job at Gerry’s Grocery and nowhere
else while her family took the SUV back home.
None of them knew she’d gotten her shift that
afternoon covered, and they didn’t need to. June
opened its driver’s side door and hauled herself
onto the stained seat. The engine caught once,
twice, then roiled to obnoxious life. She put the
car in reverse and whipped down the drive before
the rest of the churchgoers could so much as
unlock their vehicles.
June spotted a few clusters of them in her
rearview as she did so and imagined their hushed
conversations, their feigned pity, and loathing
eyes.
That one’s a real waste of space if you ask
me.
She drove to the swimming hole. June
was laid out on a rocky shore, surrounded by
underwhelming bluffs and the smell of dead fish,
face turned toward the sun, already feeling the
angry red skin of tomorrow and not caring. Her
shirt was balled up under her neck like a pillow.
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June let her eyes drift closed.
It could very well have been the March
prior, Irene beside her, joint on the gravel
between them burning to nothing, water quietly
lapping at limestone. June remembered one of
their last excursions before…. Before.

“What are you gonna do?” Irene had
asked then, clouds of warm breath escaping into
the chill night. “After graduation, I mean.”
June peered over at her, brow knitted.
Water gurgled and shifted somewhere. “I don’t
know,” she’d answered.
Irene pulled her jacket tighter around
herself. “I do.”
“Oh, yeah?” June reached over and
flipped Irene’s hood onto her head.
The other girl was looking straight ahead.
“Sure.” She paused, then continued. “You’re
getting out. You’re leaving.”
It was silent except for the chirps and calls
of a few early spring bugs.
“...Why are we talking about this now?”
June wondered. She wanted Irene to meet her
gaze, but she was focused on
something June couldn’t see.
Irene didn’t offer anything
else.
June chewed on her
thumbnail and exhaled, long and
slow. “I’d take you with me, you
know,” she conceded. “If I could.”
June wished she’d taken her finger out
of her mouth before speaking, but she probably
couldn’t have said the words without some type
of barrier between them and her.
“Would you come?” she mused, Irene still
a mute silhouette.
At last, Irene faced June. “Yeah, I’d come
with,” she whispered, reaching out to touch a
chunk of June’s hair that had fallen out of its
braid. “If I could.”

wherever Marty had ensured the Lesters fled to.
June got to her feet, attempted to skip
rocks, and valiantly failed. She waded into the
cool water, pebbles digging into the soles of her
feet. When a mosquito landed on her slick skin,
she flicked it off, then walked back to the truck
and blasted the AC until the sun began to set.
She kept peering into the footwells,
monitoring the backseat, searching for forked
tongues and scales and beady eyes in the hollow
spaces.
As the day came to a close, June drove
back to the church.
The late morning worshippers were
hours departed, and she knew Marty was home,
watching his wife labor over Sunday dinner like
always. June slid out of the car and made for the
double front doors, always unlocked. She shoved
them open and swung a sharp left to Marty’s
office.
After some fiddling with an old gift card
and her house key, she was in. June flipped on
the light and it buzzed to fluorescent life. The
crate was on the dusty desk, set atop a scattered
mess of papers and legal pads. She
checked the lid, then lifted the box.
On her way out, June tried to make
the damaged lock look as inconspicuous
as possible, though Marty would surely
notice it was not as he had left it. He
would surely realize what had been
taken and deduce the identity of the
blasphemer first thing in the morning.
She brought the box to the edge of the
woods behind the building and set it on the
patchy grass. Tilting the crate so the lid was
perpendicular to the ground, June knelt, then slid
the piece of wood free. The snake was still inside,
and it moved reluctantly to the vast opening of its
enclosure.
June reached out a careful hand to stroke
its back as it slipped over dry summer dirt and
into the trees. She watched until the reds and
whites were swallowed by leaves and shadows.

“June heard a
gasp from the
crowd, and
knew she was
done for”

June opened her eyes. She sat up, hot and
pissed off. She thought about commandeering
the truck and taking it to Illinois or Arkansas, or
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Dead Girls

Charlotte Edsall

Poetry Winner of Christopher McKean Memorial Award

Ophelia lies
sinking
her placid face ensuring us we should not fret
even as her skirts mingle with the silt
this is beautiful
see how her hair halos
the color complimented by the pond weeds and the
willow
her water-lily skin
a precious thing
Snow White lies
cold in a crystal casket
silent and worshiped
by her men
this is beautiful
barely a breath from her cherry lips
see how still her sculpted flesh
a rosy little Apple
ripe for the plucking
It is 1882 in Paris
a body has just been pulled from the Seine
as she lays there on that icy slab
her face a mask of relief
sure, she has finally escaped
the rule of men
the coroner wonders at her nubile skin
this is beautiful
he decides
pours hot wax over her lips drowns her twice
steals her face away
to keep for his own delights
or to sell and make a mint
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Downpour

Casey Wong

Last night, I felt as though I had been born again, standing in the sidewalk’s ankle-deep river
and smiling in the face of that great, starless downpour. Shirtless, soaking, and sober. Sydney and I
laughed giddily at nothing as we made our way over the bridge, under which the wakening river began
to steadily rise. Katie, Grace, and Regan called to us to slow down and complained about their shoes
as though their shoes were the only ones soaked through. I could see nothing through the raindrops
and fog on my glasses and could see equally nothing when I removed them. My ankle gave way as I
stepped into the grass on a forked path, and I made some graceless noise out of surprise.
Sydney turned around, extending her hand out to me, and from what little I could see of her,
she was still beautiful. Her dark hair plastered across her forehead and cheeks, making her look both
breathless and mischievous. I could have stayed with her under the flimsy shade of trees with our faces
washed out by car lights, the wisps of our breath broken through by rain, for the whole night. I could
have braved the battering wind as long as that joy never left, riding on the back of my youth and the
triteness of self-preservation—emboldened by the certainty of my body’s finiteness. Tucked away
behind the cage of my ribs, my heart sang, the bird gathering air beneath downy feathers.

Ode to the Resting World

Bailey Ryer

Late at night, when time on Earth stops, the trees
begin to sing. Their aged and powerful branches
collide in the wind, composing an ode to another day
gone. The orange and yellow leaves rustle and fall,
hitting the ground rhythmically as if they were singing
the tired world a lullaby while wise trunks sway,
conducting nature’s orchestra under the white light of
the crescent moon. All night the trees sing their tune
until the sun once more retakes the sky. As the world
un-pauses and begins to awake, the trees reaffirm
their silence. Resting, they wait patiently under the
autumn sun, eager for nightfall, where they once again
may sing their lullaby.
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In the Dry Wheatfields

Casey Wong

weeds are sprouting from the cracks in the concrete.
the old skin splits with the determination of things starved for sunlight
one or two of which will become dandelions,
their weightless wishes on the back of a breeze
which smells sweet but reminds me of myself
i watch the stratosphere spin westward
and i stay,
lying on the afternoon-cooled earth,
until my skin becomes soil.
the southern summer wind howls through.
— sometimes i wonder if we are stationary, and time moves through us,
the old cow pastures are riddled with the carcasses of farmhouses
scattered and rusted
rotted teeth of small towns
somewhere there is a person who sleeps without nightmares,
the debris of love pinned above their bed like dreamcatchers.
they can ignore the cavities in my conscience that
eat away at my bone.

If I Ran Away to New Mexico

Claire Hutchinson

the highway would slide like black silk under my wheels,
my front bumper with five o’clock shadow from the bugs.
i’d stop at a single-pump gas station, leave my car while it’s refueling,
and wander toward the red soil horizon.
the dust would cling to my shoes and my legs
like the greedy hands of children, chalky.
the sun would set right in front of me, just as red-orange as the landscape,
and in its absence, i would hide, shivering, two quilts pulled over me.
in the morning, i would watch the sun bleach the sky blue,
and then i’d turn off the highway and into nothingness,
disappear into the dry heat, finally escape all living things’ expectations of me.
i’d sit under the shade of an iron-rich rock formation and breathe.
The Diamond Line
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Ecology of Succession

Allison Flory

Adelaide Cooper wasn’t a fixture.
class like she had nothing to lose. Perhaps
She’d never been rooted to the Texas soil
she did have nothing to lose.
the way we all had, calloused hands and
I visited the camper once. I wasn’t
leather tans and a fear of not leaving before ever allowed back -- it was a private,
you got left. But she liked to say she was in one-time only, once in a lifetime, blink,
those first few days after her family arrived
and you’ll miss it showing of the Cooper
in town. The Cooper’s came to Parish like
Carnival -- but I don’t think I would have
a circus to train tracks, set up overnight in
returned anyway. There was one bedroom
the caravan that tugged a camper we all
shut off at the end of a hallway that wasn’t
suspected was not a home.
supposed to be a hallway, exactly, but the
Nothing about Texas was a home to
entire rest of the house. The bedroom was
Adelaide, not like it was to us. She grew
for Adelaide’s mom, and her dad when
up in Florida, she told us once, but she
he wasn’t out drinking with the rest of the
called it a swamp and said she didn’t miss
town’s dad’s at the local bar. Addy herself
it one bit. And then there was Kansas,
slept on a not-pullout regular couch just
and she pretended to gag when she said
an arm’s reach away from the kitchenette
it like any of us knew St. Louis from St.
and didn’t complain, even though she did
Augustine. Everything was an inside joke
complain when she opened the minifridge
with her, and all of us were still waiting
and realized there was no orange juice. She
outside. We pretended to gag along with
nearly lost it then, the first time I had ever
her because when Addy did something, you heard her raise her voice, and all it took was
were expected to follow in order to not get a case of missing juice.
left behind. She was always moving
“You’re always supposed to have
through our lives and our town
citrus in your house. It wards off
“Love
and each new day like a
spirits.”
is
something
tornado that wasn’t due for a
I think she made that one
that looks you up. She made a lot of things up,
few more months.
But she couldn’t have
in the eyes and referred to them as her Addyisms.
been a tornado arriving early
To us, it was the word she used
doesn’t
for tornado season in glossy
when she didn’t want us to call
look away.” something a lie. I don’t think we
red cowboy boots and a baby
doll dress because she was always
would have ever questioned her,
late. To everything. Late to our lives, late
anyway. She said things with a confidence
to her shifts at the diner, late to first period
and surety we had never known, had never
-- proclaiming something about a plumbing felt for ourselves until it started to rub off on
issue in the camper in front of the entire
us, the way so much of her did.
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She became the integral glue
She came with me to buy my first
our friend group had apparently always
pair of red cowgirl boots. Glossy, like hers,
been missing. I felt as though we didn’t
because flat leather was “boring and bad
exist without her. It felt like a healthy
for the environment.” She had a way of
dependency, not having to plan anything
saying things by dancing around them,
because Addy would take care of it, not
dressing them up in sequins until you could having to worry about being alone because
hardly recognize them anymore. Until you
she was always there. There was never a
didn’t think about what she wasn’t saying.
boring night, never a lick of downtime. I
Like the fact that some boots were made of think she must have hated being at home in
dead cows, and the glossy ones were just
the caravan more than she ever let on; four
plastic. She liked animals too much to think walls that had always been too small to hold
about the before. That rubbed off on us,
all of her.
too, hating the before. Adelaide made all
I couldn’t remember a single house
of our lives more interesting, like when she
party, all crammed together in Victoria’s
drove Tucker’s truck straight into his family’s tornado shelter with a case of warm beer,
chicken coop because he trusted her too
without Addy.
much when we were trying to teach her how
There was no late-night drive, spent
to drive. I still see wild chickens roaming the passing a joint and listening to whatever
highway like hitchhikers sometimes, when I
country music the radio had taken to
drive slow enough and remember to look,
playing, without her sat shotgun directing
creating an ecosystem for themselves where us downside road after side road.
once there was only road.
No class cut without her leading the
She wove her way effortlessly into our charge, no sleepover without her taking up
befores without any of us even realizing. I
space on Heather’s queen bed, no movie
found myself remembering she was with me night where she didn’t pick the movie (her
when I learned how to ride a bike, a feat my favorites were the cheap horror movies; she
dad had struggled with for the better part
liked to laugh at the bad acting and fake
of my tenth year, long before I’d ever heard blood).
of an Addyism. She talked about the field
trip our class took to the waterpark like she
All too quickly, it felt like our lives
had been there, articulating so earnestly
were being held together by a bright
our horror and then relief when Grant fell
yellow thread, and Addy didn’t believe in
out of his innertube. It always left me with
fate or a higher being, but she “believed
this head-pounding, breathless feeling, like in believing.” The most sacred Addyism,
I was waking up from a dream and trying to to be held above all the others, spoke
pick apart reality.
like a commandment and regarded like a
constitution. We didn’t understand what
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this meant until late July, our brains fried
and delusional, beaten dry by midafternoon
Texas sun. We lay sprawled across each
other like sardines while she danced with
our shadows across the pavement, immune
to the melting heat. Ethereal, this girl from
Florida who had never seen the ocean. Who
moved to West Texas and whose home was
pulled by a truck and still couldn’t drive
stick. Feet adorned in expensive boots and
donning a different dress every time we saw
her but didn’t even have a room to call her
own, sleeping on the couch of a trailer that
hadn’t seen maintenance since Kansas.
Her only complaint that blistering
day in July was that we hadn’t had a bonfire
yet, and like eager to please disciples when
Adelaide asked for something from us,
she got something from us. She made us
fearless, willing to disobey our parents’ rules
like we had never been before. Rebellion
became a calculated game, with Addy
at the mast. Stealing liquor from locked
cabinets and “just replace what you took
with water, they won’t taste a difference.”
Spending an afternoon collecting firewood
and “let’s make a game
of it. Whoever finds the
biggest log can light the
match.”
We worked
quickly and tirelessly,
like a pack of wild dogs,
feral for something
we couldn’t name.
Siphoning gas from Tucker’s truck, pulling
out lawn chairs from Heather’s shed -- we all
pitched in whatever we had, like offerings.

The bonfire went up that same night.
Adelaide lit the match, even though Sarah
Grace found the biggest log.
“Doesn’t it look beautiful?” she
screamed, and everyone in town was
listening. God was listening, too. “It’s
reaching for the heavens!”
We were just kids. How were we to
know how to tame a fire that pushed too
hard, feeding off of everything that got too
close? And perhaps we should have known
that alcohol will feed it, too, that if the tip
of your dress catches flame, you can roll
on the ground until you’re put out and that
grasping at fiery tendrils will only succeed in
scars.
Some people are like a fire: ravenous,
uncontrollable heat. All-consuming in the
way they touch every part of your life,
reaching for you before you even realize
you’ve been pulled in. Impossible to put out
once it’s found kindling. It became clear to
me that night why the Zoroastrians worship
fire, why temples were erected in its name.
Sometimes people don’t know when to let
go, don’t see that they’re holding on too
tight, that fire takes and takes and
takes but when it’s all over, there’s
rebirth.
In high school biology, I
learned that every thriving,
natural ecosystem begins with
disaster. A great flood, a volcanic
eruption, a catastrophic event
that lays waste to the roots that
needed pulling, and the rotting trees that
had to fall. Even the barest landscapes will
grow fruitful if nature does its job. The

“Everything was
an inside joke
with her, and all of
us were still
waiting outside.”
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algae will come, and the soil, flowers and
trees, and animals that follow. Colonization
takes time: the lava has to cool -- building
blocks of life stacked one by one on top of
each other until you’re left with something
worth looking at. Alive. No one ever cares
to mourn the before.
We all watched the field burn that
night, and with it, our future rewrote itself.
But that isn’t quite true.
Our future had diverged the moment
we met Adelaide. The day she went around
town knocking on front doors and ordering
any of us who answered to accompany
her to the drive-in. She’d never been to a
drive-in, except the time, she confided in
me, she set off fireworks in one when the
lot was empty. There was a fire then, too.
Roaring in the grass lot, dry in Kansas, she
explained, just like Texas. “Everything’s
always so dry compared to the swamp.”
I think she liked things that explode,
the adrenaline rush that came with it. She
liked the way things disappeared, the way
she could make herself disappear if she
painted herself in ash and found new roots
to grow. New soil to sink into. We had been
that soil once. Without Addy, we would
learn to be that soil again.
The truth about Adelaide Cooper is
that she was scared and sad and wanted
someone to save her. So she grew ten feet
tall. Her undressing was her armor, she
let us all think we knew her inside and out,
and we would never look closer. Fit into
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the friendship so completely, that there
was nothing left to question. She pulled
the strings, and we followed, and it was
comfortable for everyone involved. With her
gone, we felt directionless.
I spent a lot of time outside her
camper, in the after, talking to her parents.
I asked questions none of us had ever
needed to ask when she was still around,
filling the silence of our thoughts with
color and purpose. You didn’t question
something that felt like it would disappear if
you looked too hard. Why had you moved?
(Some families had pasts they needed to
run away from.) What was Adelaide like as a
child? (We never dreamed she would have
friends like y’all.) Where did you live after
Kansas? (On stranger’s couches, relying on
kindness. Oh, sorry, mostly in Louisiana.)
They gave me her diary, more a
collection of Addyisms than anything,
claimed none of it made much sense to
them anyway. It read like a bible, like a
textbook, like fact and fiction and origin.
“Addyism #108: Ash is our purest form.
Addyism #12: Chameleons bring good
fortune. Addyism #348: Love is something
that looks you in the eyes and doesn’t look
away.”
I learned a lot, reading through their
half-answers until I could put together
a picture that looked something like
Adelaide, but it would never be enough.
There are two classifications of
ecological succession. Primary: the creation
of something from nothing, when life
blooms from lifeless soil. An Addy comes to
town, and teenagers who have been doing
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nothing but sleepwalking, finally open their
eyes and take their first haggard breath.
She was always going to change our lives.
She did it without even trying. Secondary:
the replacement of an environment
already erected, born of fires
and floods. Without all
the starting over, with so
much of the work already
tackled for the species
that will bloom from the
whatever’s-lefts.
Some of us got out of
Texas, eventually. Left the farms and the
feed stores and the ashen field behind.
“It’s what Addy would have done if she
could,” Sarah Grace had told me, towing
two bags and headed for California. She
would never be an actress, but she’d grown
fond of living on a whim in the after. I think
we all picked up the pieces of her she’d
left behind, clutching onto them like we
could mold them to fill the empty parts of
ourselves.
Heather got her recklessness, taking
to jumping out of planes like one day she
might not hit the ground. Grant claimed her
affinity for oversharing when he published
the memoir no one read. I couldn’t blame
him for writing it. We all had things we
needed to shove off our chests, burdens
that over time became too heavy to bear.
For so long, I didn’t understand what
I had held onto myself. What I had gained
from all of the loss, the people-sized craters
that etched themselves into my skeleton.
I should have realized when I eventually

married Tucker, the love that had looked
into my eyes and never looked away. I
should have felt her in the way we never
talked about that night. Never talked about
her at all. I had taken the most from
Addy, her essence, her Addyisms,
and her tendency to keep
secrets. The chameleon skin
that broke apart, dripping with
new life, my life. Ecological
succession.

“She’d never
been rooted to
the texas soil the
way we all had”

37

Some nights, though, when I’m
lying in bed, and I haven’t done enough
to clear my thoughts, filled my head with
the distractions like Adelaide would have
(I didn’t get her strength), she creeps back
in. The night that Victoria died, caught up
in something none of us could put out. The
night Addy had started the fire, fed it until it
spread and spread, and there was nothing
any of us could do except run. Leave all of
our pasts behind so they could be ash, too.
Bury our dead and bury our old selves with
them.
		
We still keep in contact, those
of us who were left behind in the after,
though it feels like we have nothing in
common anymore. That our futures were
severed the day, the yellow thread was cut.
None of us have even visited her, Inmate
3368. Don’t let ourselves wonder if she still
worships her fires, plays God in her own
head.
But I think I might one day, so I can
tell her about how I still see the chickens on
my way out of town.
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Ballad of a Rockstar

Isabelle Rogers

Rockstar, rockstar,
my heart is full of grief.
I recall you sang about it
last night through your teeth.
Rockstar, rockstar,
my bones can take no more.
When you left Orleans with my compositions,
my love departed through the door.
So, another chance is what you crave?
Another batch of songs you wish to enslave?
I say your avarice is much too grave and
how I wish you’d just fade.
Say what? You dare threaten my life?
You wish to cause me so much strife
just for denying what isn’t within your right!
What a talentless oaf I behold this night.
Cecilia, Cecilia!
Why must you be so crass?
Surely you know how crucial
your works are to make my career last?
Phone recording.
Truth comes out.
An audio file embedded in a video titled:
BELOVED ROCKSTAR IS A FRAUD.
TRUE SONGWRITER DESERVES THE APPLAUSE.
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